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tended seeing him again wo had better catch him
at once. The ponies were all unsaddled, but
Sylvia and I jumped upon ours barebacked, and
galloped away as hard as we could lay legs to the
ground after the refractory boast, whose white body,
followed by the cart swaying madly to and fro, was
rapidly disappearing in the dim, shadowy distance.
It had happened in. a second. Sylvia, having loft
his cart for a moment, which was leading, the
cunning brute had taken advantage of his absence
to break with one jerk the string that fastened
his cart to the next camel. When our driver
returned, he found the caravan halted and his
new purchase making tracks across the plain in,
strange to say, the direction of tho yourt wo had
bought him from.

The best description I have ever road of a camel's
pace when at full speed is given by tho late Colonel
Burnaby, in "A Ride to Khiva," whore ho says:
" A camel's gait is a peculiar one. They go some-
thing like a pig with the fore, and like a cow with
the hind, legs." This does not sound like speed,
but the pace at which these brutes get over tho
ground is something more than remarkable, and
it took us all our time to get up to Lancaster's
cart, who was, to use a sporting expression,
" going strong 1" The frantic bounds the cart
was taking beggars description. I thought evory
second it would overturn, for tho brute whirled
it about as if it had been a match-box. I could
see Lancaster in the moonlight at the opon door,
evidently meditating a jump, so shouted to hinx
to remain where he was. - The ground was rough